SENTIMENT

ENDYMION

A MYSTICAL COMMENT  ON TITIAN'S  " SACKED AND PRO-
FAHE  LOVE "

MY day "began not till the twilight fell,

And, lo, in ether from heaven's sweetest well,

The New Moon swam divinely isolate

In maiden silence, she that makes my fate

Haply not knowing it, or only so

As I the secrets of my sheep may know;

Nor ask I more, entirely blest if she,

In letting me adore, ennoble me

To height of what the Gods meant making man,

As only she and her best beauty can.

Mine be the love that in itself can find

Seed of white thoughts, the lilies of the mind,

Seed of that glad surrender of the will

That finds in service self's true purpose still;

Love that in outward fairness sees the tent

Pitched for an inmate far more excellent;

Love with a light irradiate to the core,

Lit at her lamp, but fed from inborn store;

Love thrice-requited with the single joy

Of an immaculate vision naught could cloy,